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luxuriate in them. There is a beautiful story of
Mrs. Charles Kingsley, who long survived her
husband. Never perhaps had two souls* been
united by so close a bond of chivalry and devo-
tion. "Whenever I find myself thinking too much
about Charles/' she said in the days of her grief,
" I find and read the most sensational novel I can.
People may think it heartless, but hearts were
given us to love with, not to break/' And we
must deal with our sorrows as we deal with any
other gift of God, courageously and temperately,
not faint-heartedly or wilfully ; not otherwise can
they be blest to us. We must not pettishly reject
consolation and distraction. Pain is a great angel,
but we must wrestle with him, until he bless us!
and the blessings he can bring us are first a whole-
some shame at our old selfish ingratitude in the
untroubled days, when we took care and pleasure
greedily ; and next, if we meet him faithfully, he
can make our heart go out to all our brothers
and sisters who suffer in this brief and troubled
life of ours. For we are here to learn something,
if we can but spell it out ; and thus it is morbid
to indulge regrets and remorse too much over our
failures and mistakes; for it is through them that
we learn. We must be as brave as we can, and
dare to grudge no pang that brings us nearer to
the reality of things.
Reality ! that is the secret ; for we who live in
dreams, who pursue beauty, who are haunted as